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and the artist rather gruffiv told me I could sit by him on the
dry heath grass But soon he fell to questioning me about
Breckland and I told him much that seemed to interest for
he set brush and box aside and gave himself up to talk He
told me he had travelled in many countries and that now by
sheer chance had discovered the loveliest of them all He
spent a month there, I was later told, and I learred that his
name was Sir Alfred East I know that in these days of
changed artistic values, and indeed perceptions, the opinion
of one so famous then may now count as little, but at least
it is worth far more than my own

Among all this colourful aridity of Breckland he many
oases There are the hamlets, fighting a losing battle against
the insidious onslaughts of both rabbits ar>d bracken There
are also scores of lonely farms and homesteads, though in
the past fifty years many have been swallowed up and have
vanished That evening when I came home to Heathley
from Fenwold my father waved a hand at the heaths around
the Black Rabbit Warren

'Under cultivation all that land was, and in my father's
time I remember him bringing me here when I was a little
tot not as big as yourself and the stacks stood up as thick as
the fingers of your hand *

I can still see him cluster his fingers and hold them up
And the same is now true of all that land, now breck, around
the Top Breck and to the east of Cranberry

cGreat fields of corn and wheat and roots there were in my
father's time,' my father once told me "Those were the bad
old days when labourers got eight shillings a week and some
less One day he was driving his old pony up here and he
catched sight of a lot of things like master1 great rabbits
getting up from a field and running out of sight to yon far
hedge He was a curious man, like me, so he stirred on the
old pony and drove up to see There used to be a row of
cottages there in those days but they've gone long since, but
when he got there, what do you think them rabbits were^
Children, all in rags and tatters and some with no boots nor
nothing They were so starved and hungry they used to
swarm out on the fields and fill their bellies with turnips, and
when they saw him coming they thought he was the squire *

All that barren, lovely land has grown then not because of

1 Tremendous